In tfo Moslem Quarter
and chanted the holy words in their childish voices* Now
and then a little newcomer would pass me at the gate,
slip off his shoes, and find an empty place and a corner of a
book to read from. Now and then sonic of them got
bored, strolled away among the plants and flowers* and
returned after a while with renewed energy* The Mulla
had a white turban and red hennaed heard, and a kind old
face: his scholars evidently had no fear of him. It was such
a pleasant sight, and I thought it would be so delightful to
live next door to it, that I accepted the unnecessary assistance
of five passers-by to decipher the address of the owner of
the house, and made my way back to the depressing
atmosphere of my hotel with a feeling of wonderful
elation*
Very soon after lunch, Nuri Fulan, the tanner's friend,
was announced. The letter, which was addressed merely
" Baghdad/' had reached him with this remarkable rapidity,
How they do it in large Eastern cities is always a mystery
to me: all the explanation I got this time was that there
was an " acquaintance " in the post office,
One always expects one's friend's friends to be like them:
what I imagined was an elderly Indian in long robes*
Nuri, however, was a tall young man with the long Persian
type of face, with a fine claret-coloured tie and European
clothes, and the sort of forage cap which His Majesty